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in the worldl" he said coming across the open ground.
I recognized him then. It was in Paris we had last
met. In the years that had passed we had lost touch
with each other and it seemed odd that in the midst
of the grim reality of Tripuri, he should bring back
memories of a world left so far behind. We talked of
Paris in those days of tinseled living, of frogs' legs at
Fouquet's, of patent leather shoes pattering down the
wet boulevards, of mannequins in the modiste shops of
the rue Royale who smelled different from the women
in the Congress pandaL The contrast between those
student days and Tripuri could not have been more
sharply drawn.
"You don't quite fit into this Indian picture, do
you?" he said.
I did not answer him because I was not quite sure
at the time how I stood. While I hankered for so much
which was not to be found in Tripuri, I was conscious
of the fascination of seeing my people reborn. The frogs*
legs at Fouquet's were delightful to eat, but here at
Tripuri the thrill was different. It was the thrill of a
man finding his soul and a nation regaining its self-
respect.
These were the thoughts which crossed my.mind,
and my friend was aware of them.
"Do you know I am marrifed?" he said.
"No," I said in surprise. "When did you marry?"
"A year ago. I've settled down. We are going to have
a baby soon."
"Whom did you marry?"
"A girl from Allahabad. She came from a poor fam-
ily. My father was against the marriage. He wanted 2
girl with a dowry. He threatened to disinherit me. Bui
I married her."